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Evans: Three Poems

POETRY

93
THREE POEMS

C HAM Ii L A I NAN D, 0 THE R S:

LA. 'M ALB A I E

Champlain complained about the tides and such
And gave the place an. evil name to wear
And huffed him to Quebec. The startled savage
Was much relieved, and when his scare was over
Resumed his humble rhythms by the river.
In pla~e of Champlain now the tou~ist comes;
The tides do not concern him overmuch,
Bouncing by motor car from Montreal:
The spot is photogenic, and the French
Authentic, if not quite grammatical.
Still swiftly, deeply comes the Malbaie tide
And still her shores are perilous and sharp.
Another native :substitutes the savage,
But he too stares, and also speculates
Seeing the stranger's Pontiac; his pride.
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(Epitaph in Boot Hilt Cemetery, Tombst~ne, Arizona) '}
Whatever the particulars, poor Georg~
Was not, it seems, to blame, and we unmartyred
Pausing before his plot, know present guilt
For his historic hurt. He might at least
H'ave lived to put his century to bed,
But George was forced to dangle from a limb
His body's question mark, which hangs us all..
.

.

And now• the limb of all our consciences
Supports his weight, and each of us declines
The verb of George's vengeance. On. his grave
The cactus and the rattlesnake affinn
The constant menace of an ancient wrong.
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Yellow is color of fear, and fear may shock
The tender fingers turning amber pa&.es,
Polishing the dusty keys of feeling, scratching
The satin of old surfaces. The I
Of now recalls the he of yesterday
And speculates upon tomorrow's who.

.

A man might think that he could enzyme time,
Catch it in rennin, shelve it for tomorrow,
But time's a subtle substance, and has power
Even thus to cause him deep and devious sorrow.
OLIVER

EVANS

THE MANIKINS
The formal tie adjusts a vacant smile;
The black coat solemnly puts on the mario;
The cane escorts the legs a mincing mile.
How long, how long, my soul, since this began?
The coats with mannerly insistence press,
Jostling each other's sleeve lengths as they go,
To where the lipstick smiles above the dress.
Must it be so, must it be always so?
The broadcloth and the satin fold by fold
Measure themselves a moment, twist and turn,
Then stiffen back into the clothier's mold.
Was there not more than this and more to learn?
The coat has worn the man till he grows bare,
. The dress at last is showing through the skin,
~ And it is getting late, to be'"aware
That nothing was beneath, nothing Within.
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